PELLY    BAY
Father Henry and I took to each other from the beginning.
A seal ice-house brings people together more quickly than a
hotel room, and a good deal more intimately. Conversation in
such a place is frank and honest, untrammelled by the reticences
of society.
I said to him one day: 'Don't you find this life too hard for
you, living alone like this?5
'Oh, no/ he said; 'I am really very happy here. My life is
simple, I have no worries, I have everything I need.' (He had
nothing at all!) 'Only one thing preys on my mind now and
then: it is — what will become of me when I am old?'
He said this with such an air of confessing a secret weakness
that my heart swelled with sudden emotion, and I tried
clumsily to comfort him.
'When you are old,5 I said, 'you will go back among the
white men. You will be given a mission at Chesterfield, or at
Churchill/
'No, no, no!' he protested, 'not that.*
\Vhat could I say? I had no right to press the point. But at
that moment I wished with all my heart that every man who
had a warm house and assurance of a comfortable old age
might see this lone priest in the Arctic.
Another time I expostulated with him. Tou cannot live like
this,' I said, 'devoid of everything. You are not responsible to
yourself alone. You have a mission to fulfil, and you must equip
yourself for it, must have those things that will ensure your
health and well-being so that you may fulfil it properly. Let me
take back those foxes of yours' — offerings brought by the
natives— 'and trade them for you at the Post. I'll send you
back the things you need.'
He refused categorically, 'No5 no. I have not the right to
dispose of the foxes. They belong to my bishop/
'Never mind your bishop V I said. 'Let me have those five
foxes/
But he was unshakable. 'No/ he said, wagging his head;
'impossible!'
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